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Literarp Chit-Chad.

The April number of the North Awerican Review introduces the
new feature of a number of lotters commentiug on articles in pre-
vious issues.

To Bohn's Standard Library has been recently added The Table
Talk and Omniana of Samuel I\ Coleridge.

““The Ideas of the Apostle Paul”is the title under which the
Rov. James Freeman Clarke, D.D., studies the character and doe-
trines of this great apostle.

Ik Marvel (Donald G. Mitchell,) alter 1aany years of silence is
about to speak again to the reading public in a new book entitled
“‘Bound Together : A Sheaf of Papers.” In a prefatory note he
says. ‘' The book is a medley, in which the grandiloquence of open
air speech is set beside the cozy familiarities of the chimney-cor-
ner.”

Frank Leslic’s Boys' and Girls' 1Veekly has suspended publica-
tion.

A ballot is beiug tuken through the Editors of ¢ The Critic and
Good Literature,” witha view to the possiblecreation of an American
Academy, to consist, like the French Academy, of * Forty Iin-
mortals.” The literary public are invited to send individually to
the editors of that paper lists of the names of the forty living Am-
erican writers whom they consider most worthy of membership in
such an institution. The result of the voting is to be announced
in the Critic of April 5th.

In the April number of the North American Reriew, Robert
Buchanan the English Pcet, discusses *“Free Thought in America.”
Bob Ingersoll and hii negations are handled without gloves, and
Rev. Mr. Fotheringham with appreciative criticism.

A work on Myths and Dreams by Edward Clodd, is soon to be
published.

The London ¢ Athenaecum " ranks Mr. Francis Parkman,
¢ Alonyside the great historians whose works are English Class-
lw."

The London Spectator says that Mrs. Garden's life of her father,
James Hogg, the Ettrick Shepperd 18 *“as good a biography as one
can expect a daughter to give of her father.”

Nos. 6 and 7 in the *‘ Philosophical Scries™ of pamphlets now
tzing issued from the vress of Scribnier & Sons, are by Dr. McCosh,
of Princeton. The subjects are ¢* Agnosticism of Hume and Hux-
ley, and a ** Criticism of the Critical Philosophy.” They are sure
to be good reading.

T. S. Arthur, author of so many useful and popular works is
dead. His **Ten nights in a Bar-room,” and numerous other
Temperauce writings have been very effective in promoting the
temperauce reform. .

Dr. Baird has been for ten or twelve years writing his ¢ Ristory
of the Huguenot Emigrati.n to America,” which will shortly be
published.

Siscellancous,

FROM HOME.

From home?! a thin white note that lies within my palm,
And trembles with the throbbing of my pulse,

So imil ! a breath of mind might wait it hence,

And cast it with its freight of tidings far from all haman ken!
So sinall ! so weak ! yet it has travelled far and long,
Trversed the wide occan and the stranger hills,

To bear me greeting from other side the world.

And now my fingers closc on it, and once again

I scem to stand ancar to those. I left behind,

And listen for the words they'll speak to me.

So slight 2 thing ! as frail as April snow,

Aud vet I cateh my breath to gaze on it,

The while a hand of ice scems Iaid upon my heart

Turning the hot blood into fruzen tears,

And coward fear benumbs my fingers that I dare not open it.

What tidings brings it—js it wesl or woe ?

Al what has happoned in the long, long months,

That have gone by since last I stoed upon my native sod,

And, weeping, said farewell for aye unto the laud that gave me birth?
Oh, foolish heart ! why lunger wait to know the worst or best.
Thus—gently, as wo touch somo sacred thing—

I break the slender screen that veils iy treasuro from all other eyes,
And as the well-known writing greets my gaze

Warn teais run o'er it from my yearning heart—

Sick with the thirst for homs.

¢ All's well "—thank God for that ! - the words come rippling to my
And then ebb back, half-drowned in sobs, [lips,
For I never hope to seo ** the old familiar faces™ more,

Save thus in memory’s tear-stained glass,

Till they and I have changed the form we knovw,

And stand at Jast upon the Timeless Shore—at Home.

A NEW-LYRIC BY MR. BROWNING.

“ Man I am and man would be, Love—merest man and nothing
more.

Bid me seem no other ! Eagles boast of pinions—let them & sar!

I may put forth angel’s plumage, once unmanned, but n-  before.

‘“ Now on earth, to stand suflices, nay, if kneeling serves, to kneel:
Here you front me, here I find the all of heaven that carth can feel:
Sense looks straight-——not over, under—perfect sees beyond appeal.

*tGood you are and wise, full circle; what to me were more out-
side ?
Wiser wisdom, better goodness? Ah, such want the angel’s wide
Sense to take and hold and keep them 7
Mine at least has never tried.”
f —From *‘Ferishtah’s Fa:cies.”

A HOUSE BEAUTIFUL.

There is a ceriain house set on a hill, where two or three charm-
ing women hold sway. Very animated and delightful is the
conversation one enjoys at this house. Quick wit, delicate tact,
tender feeling. high sentiment, all these have their part in it.
Callers comne smiling from that door. They havo been amused,
entertained, refreshed, often strengthened.  The moral barometer
has gone up.  One element is noticeably acking in the conversa-
tion of this family. The trivial discussion of other people’s ~&iia,
which form so large o part of much of the conversation we hear,
does not cnter into the talk of these women. Personal matters
seem by sume magic never to get into it, never to be thought of.
If, by any awkwarduess, such matters ave lugged in, the chango of
atmosphere is instantancous and remarkable. These brilliant
women become positively stupid.  They are not interested. They
have nothing to say. They look bored. One fecls that he has
committed a funr pas of the worst description if, unwittingly, in
this parlor, ho drops into the familiar ¢ they say,” or ‘‘have you
heard 1" They never have heard. They never know anything
about it. They look as dull as they know howto look. Ounoe does
not cven hear them bemoaning the fact that gossip is so prevalent,
that reports will get about, and that people will repeat and magmify
and.misjudge. They do not condemn gossip. It simply does not
thrive in the atmosphere they livein.  Very little of it goes into
that houte, and none comes ovut of it.—hristian Tnion.

A PETRIFIED FOREST.

The visitor to the petrified forest near Corizo. on the little Color-
ado, will begin to see the sigas of petrification hours before ho
reaches the wonlder; here and there, at almoss every step in tho
road, sw:all picces of detached limbs and larger stumps of trees
may boe scen almost hidden in tho white sand. Tho road at a dis-



